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dow for fear of moving from my place, and seeing
that the instrument is not singing itself.
11
"The old Saxony clock, which is slow, and which strikes thirteen amid its flowers and gods, to whom did it belong I Thinkeat that it came from Saxony by the mail coaches of old time?
"(Singular shadows hang about the worn-out panes.)
"And thy Venetian mirror, deep as a cold fountain in its banks of gilt work; what is reflected there ? Ah! I am sure that more than one woman bathed there in her beauty's Bin; and, perhaps, if I looked long enough, 1 should sue a naked phantom.
"Wicked one, thou often sayest wicked things.
"(I see the spiders' webs above the lofty windows,)
"Our wardrobe is very old; soe how the fire reddens its sad panels! the weary curtains are as old, and the tapestry on the arm-chairs stripped of paint, and the old engravings, and til these old things. Does it not seem to thoe that even these blue birds are discoloured by time?
"(Dream not of the spiders* webs that tremble above the lofty windows.)
"Thou lovcst all that, and that is why I live by tibtee. When one of my poems appeared, didst thou not desiire, my sister, whose looks are full of yesterdays, the words, the grace of faded things? Newfore, say that I have passed
